376	THE LAST GENRO
"Huh, did you like their writings, Ghana? Takayama's is a bit too
sentimental—but he's popular."
"My lord, I was deeply impressed, and even more now than when
I read them. It seems that his excellent hut melancholy tone harmo-
nizes more and more with my life."
"Huh, he died young, hut Dn Anesaki still produces exquisite
prose- Oh, here, Ghana! You, you are reeling. Are you ill?"
She was pale; Saionji supported her shoulders.
"Wcli-my lord, I-I was dizzy-"
"Say, Ghana, what is the matter with you? You are breathing so
hard—I noticed the other day, but I thought it was my mistake-you
really do breathe hard, from your shoulders!11
Staring at Ghana for a moment he said: "Say, Ghana, you—you are
not going to have-"
"A baby—yes, my lord." Covering her face fwith the handkerchief,
she sobbed.
He was radiant; "You mean—we—you and I—*1
She shook her head violently.
A lump filled his throat, then his temples hammered.
The sound of wooden clogs came near. He turned around and saw
a priest. His head was shaven close, resembling a pale watermelon
against the morning light. He wore a simple black clerical garb over
his white linen kimono, and one hand against his breast held a rosary.
His clear voice chanted a prayer as he walked straight to the bell-
tower-
The priest bowed slightly to Saionji and Ghana, His hands now
heid together, he faced the sun rising over the ocean, and closed his
eyes as he offered a silent prayer.
He stretched out his hand to the rope attached to the hori-
zontal bar of hemp-palm. One, two, three—the priest's lean, strong
arm moved in perfect rhythm as the bar beat the bell. Every stroke
produced a subdued boom, The lingering reverberation reached the
people along the shore and the fishing boats near and far on the sea,
After he had finished ringing the correct number of times, the priest
meditated anew.
Then with a genial smile he advanced a few steps towards Saionji
and made low bows. Saionji and Ghana returned the courtesy*
"It is a lovely spring morn, sir!" He bowed again. "Please forgivfe
my rude greetings and my informal manner. If I am not mistaken,
you are Genro Prince Saionji, whose advice even His Majesty, the

